BELLES OF THE oh . 


CXS 
Am: The Missletoe Bough. ( The Old Oak Chest. 
te 
T’ other day I indulged in an omnibus ride ; 
My sweet cousin Bessie sat close by my sides ; 
And chatting so cozily, ‘‘ lots ’’ did we say,, 
As to the Missien we wended our way. 
But ‘‘ all of a sudden ”’ the omnibus stopped, 
And in thro’ the doorway a fair lady popped ; 
I saw at a glance she was pretty and neat? 
And quickly I made for her room on the seat. 
Oh, the belles of the ’bus ! 


With a blush and a smile --- ah! they conquered me quite -~ 
She adjusted her hoops and fixed everything right, 
Then settled herself--- whereupon I was seized 
With a sensation queer, to be thus tightly squeezed ; 
To be squeezed ’twixt a pair of rare beauties like those, 
Was a tick’lish position, you well may suppose ! 
And I thought of the poet who sings in his lay : 
‘¢ How happy with either, were t’ other away ! me 
Oh, the belles of the "bus! 


In truth, the fhir stranger was lovely to view ; 

Her soft velvet cheeks wore the ‘‘ blush-rose’s ’’ hue 3. 
Her lips coral red, and her teeth were like pearls, © 

Her hair a rich brown --- but she did not wear curls ; 
Her dress it was blue, and her eyes they were bluer, 

And graces unnumbered were natural to her ; 
Oh, rarely is met so enchanting a creatur’, 
_ And ( Bessie excepted ) there’s no one can beat her ! 

Oh, the belles of the ’bus! 


’Twas plain my sweet cousin with jealousy burned, 
For soon on the beauty she scornfully turned 
A look such as woman alone can bestow 
Upon rivals whose charms are a little de trop ! 
1 marked the expression -- was somewhat surprised --- 
But after reflection the reason surmised ; 
Bessie sat at my right, and I fain must confess 
My ‘‘ drill ’’ was ( vide ‘‘ Tactics’’ ) ‘* eyes ec more or less! ’ 
Oh, the belles of the ‘bus ! 


Alas! all the pleasures of life are but vain ; 
One moment they bless us, then vanish again! 
Oh, ne’er was beheld such a crest-fallen chap 
As myself when she pulled the rude omnibus trap ! 
That ‘‘ beauty in blue "’ handed me her ‘‘ two bits "’ -- 
The touch of her white hand, ‘‘ you bet ’’ gave me ‘‘ fits ’’ --- 
_ Another sweet smile --- she stepped out, and --- how strange, 
Yet gen‘rous and lib’ral --- ne’er waited for change! 
Oh, the belles of the ’bus ! 


I looked through the window --- there never was seen 
A figure more graceful --- she walked like a queen ! 
But soon round the corner she ‘‘ vamosed ” --- oh, sad 
And forlorn was my heart, and I murmured ‘‘ too bad ! ’* 
‘ Too good, ’’ exclaimed Bessie --- she heard what I said —~ 
** My crinoline now I can manage to spread ; --- 
How annoyed I have been! ”’ --- ‘‘ Bessie dear, I replied, 
She’s gone --- I’m ‘ yours truly ”’ the rest of ‘the ride!” 
Oh, the belles of the ’bus! 


H. Di MAKSAN, Pubes 08 Chatham street, New-York. 
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